
LARGE PAR
BABIES WHO FELL I
A Brave Boy Jumped After His

Brother and Their Mother
After Them.

The Liebensteins had a sufficiently excitingtime yesterday. First, baby Herbert
dropped through the Are escape. Then
his fourteen-year-old brother, Victor,
jumped after him. Seeing both her childrendisappear, their mother, frantic, tore
herself from her husband, who tried to restrainher, leaped on the fire escape and
sprang after Victor and Herbert. Fortunately,none was seriously hurt. Mother
and baby were taken to the Presbyterian
Hospital, Mrs. Llebenstein with a broken
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leg, Herbert with scalp wounds and abrasions.
The Liebenstelns live on the first floor of

No. 444 East Ninety-first street, a five-story
flat house. A week ago the Health Board

around Its deputies to order the fire
escapes cleared of obstructions. The IncnA/ifni'O +I r» O f fho f <1 « "£>? n a nni'1

acting on his advice, Mrs. Llebenstein
strung a strong wire like a net across the
hole in the Are escape.
On this wirework snt Herbert, who was

three years old, yesterday afternoon. He
was deeply absorbed in watching Victor,
who sat in a corner of the fire-escape makinga kite for Herbert. When the kite was

finished Herbert jumped up and stamped
his feet in delight. The tangled network
snapped, and, shrieking, Herbert fell. Victordid not wait to see his brother strike
the ground, but jumped up and sprang
after him. He landed on his feet almost
on top of the baby. And as Victor disappearedhis mother and father ran to the
window at the fire-escape. She was almost

crazy. She leaped on the window sill, but
her husband dragged her back. Again she
clambered pn the sill and again she was
pulled back.
"For God's sake, don't!" Llebenstein

cried. But she thrust him away so violentlythat he fell on his back, and in a
flash she was on the fire-escape and had
jumped. Victor, unhurt, saw her coming,
and grabbed up his little brother. The
woman struck on her side and twisted her
'eg so that she broke it and wrenched her

When Llebenstein reached the sidewalk.
oy way of the stairs.Victor held the crying
baby in his arms and their mother lay
shrieking with pain. An ambulance was
called from the Presbyterian Hospital. The
mother will be In bed for a month, but
rxermsn win ue an n^ui in a nil» ill 11111.

T3se Kohles' Bad Lock.
So, after all, It was a lucky day for the '
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Ticket Agent for the ManhattanHeld Up on
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NEWSBOY TO THE RESCUE

Sounds the Alarm for a Policeman,and the Robbers
Abandon Their Victim.

Dick Turpin himself would hardly have
dared attempt a "hold-up" Id the very
heart of New York at 8:30 in the evening;
but that is what Charles Jordan and two
other enterprising young highwaymen did
on Monday night. As a naturtal consequenceJordan Is locked up In the Jefferson
Market Prison, and the police are canvassingthe city for two others.

Tom.ia Anrlprsnn whrv i« opvpntv-twn

years old, and very feeble, was the victimof the robbery, which included a murderousassault. For many years Andersonhas been the ticket seller of the ManhattanRailway at the Thirtieth street stationof the Ninth avenue elevated. The
last up train on the Ninth avenue line
leaves the Thirtieth street station at 8:30
o'clock In the evening. It has long peen
the old man's habit to elose his office and
ake the 8:24 train downtown to the West
Fourteenth street station, which Is almost
directly across the street from his home,
No. 690 Hudson street. This train arrives

t Fourteenth street at 8:30.
Tt was raining heavily at 8:30 o'clock on

Monday night, and as Anderson descended
me stairs on the west side of Ninth avenue,be stopped to raise his umbrella. As
he did so he was seized suddenly from behind,and at the same moment he received
a heavy blow on the head from in front.
The old man caught a glimpse of three
men pressing close around him, and In the
next Instant he was thrown heavily to the
pavement.
Policeman Barnes saw Charles Jordan

and two other young men, known to the
police as members of the "West Sixteenth
street gang," loitering around the corner
of Ninth avenue and Fourteenth street
soon after 8 o'clock that night. Barnes
suspected that they were up to some mischiefand, secreting himself in a doorway
around tlie corner, he sent a newsboy
across the street to watch the trio. A
moment later the boy shouted to him:
"Do tree of 'em Is holdin' up an old

man!"
Barnes ran up the street and turned the

corner just as Anderson fell. The three
robbers fled through a stoneyard at the
corner of B'ourteenth street and Ninth avenue,and came out on Fifteenth street.
After a hot chase Barnes overhauled one
of the fugitives. He took him back to the
scene of the robbery.
Anderson was held up at the same place

one night two years ago. but his "assailants
were frightened off by the approach of a
-Ktlicemau.

ITS THAT E
Llebensteins. But the cup of sorrow of the
Kohle family overflowed yesterday.
The Kohles live on the fourth floor of No.

334 East One Hundred and Seventeenth
sireer. -Luey uave live cmiuren. i-iaav

Christmas he who should win bread for
these small but hungry mouths, their
father, fell from his carpenter's scaffold
and broke three ribs. He has not been
able to work since.
The mother tried to take his place. To

add to her burdens the children were attackedby scarlet fever, and then measles.
A fortnight ago Mrs. Kohie lost her emEloyment.Yesterday she walked from her
ome to Grand street to answer an advertisementfor a seamstress.

THROUGH A FIRE-ESCAPE.
First Baby Herbert Liebenstein fell,

then his little brother, Victor, jumped
after him. The mother jumped after
both. The children were unhurt. The
mother wrenched her ankle. The flreeseapewas on the first floor.

Returning disappointed, hopeless, hungry.her little son met her at One Hundred
and Seventeenth street and Second avenue,
crving:

'Oh, mamma, Nettle fell from a window
and is dead!"
Nettie is Ave years old. She was playing

on the fire-escape at the third floor, fell
into ine yuru, oroKe r.er leg ana severely
bruised her body. Her mother shrieked
and fainted when the boy told her of the
climax of her misfortunes. While she lay
senseless an ambulance took Nettle to the
Harlem Hospital.
Recovering, Mrs. Kohle hastened to the

hospital. She could hear her daughter's
cries of pain; her leg was being set. Mrs.
Kohle tried to enter to her, but, for her
own sake, the surgeons restrained her.
She fainted again. When she revived sha
was assured that Nettie would recover, and
she went home lamenting her sorrows.

One, Two, Three.Oot.
Richard Turner was a sprightly child,

two years old. His parents, Mr. and Mrs.
Charles Turner, live on Maackens street,
West New York. Twice yesterday the
playful and active boy climbed up to a
window on the third floor, aud twice bis
mother caught him up and took him away.
She went out of the room for a minute.

Richnrd again climbed up to the window,
lost his balance and fell to the street. He
lay unconscious, for his spine was so severelyconcussed that he will probably die.

Hon the Habit of Falltnfg.
Miss Elsie Hencker is the daughter of

one of the lessees of the Schnetzen Park,
Union Hill, N. J. Elsie is five years old
and is a mighty young miss. She has had
more falls than an acrobat. Four times
within two years has she fallen, and each
time broken one of her arms.
Miss Elsie was tripping down the old

castle in the Schuetzen Park yesterdav.
She tripped once too often and fell, break-
lng her right arm between the elbow and
shoulder. But she Is used to that sort of
thing. She did not even whimper when
J-»r. oienumnn set uer arm.

James Gordon, fire years old; last eveningtried to climb dovrn a fire escape from
the top floor of the tenement where his
parents rive, No. 98 Division street. He
fell frbm the fourth story to the street and
fractured his skull. He was taken to
Gouverneur Hospital In a critical condition.

ISELIIU HELPS
TO SAVE LIVES.

He, His Sons and New RochelleClubmen Rescue a

Yachting Party,
IT WAS IN A RAGING GALE.

Schooner with a Family Aboard
Was Drifting to Sure Death

on the Rocks.
T~

William Iselln, his two sons and three
members of the New Rochelle Yacht Club
last night helped to save the lives of a

yachting party of seven who were blown
on the rocks In the cove between Davenport'sNeck and Potter's Beach, off New
Rochelle.
The rocky cove is in Echo Bay, and in

this bay were anchored last night the
yachts of the New Rochelle and KnickerbockerYacht clubs, and the Corinthian
fleet.
The yachting party, composed of A. E.

Williams, his brother, k. a. Williams, ana
his wife and baby, their mother, Mrs.
Williams, and a young sailor, reached the
ba/ at about 8 o'clock, and anchored for
the night. They were on a cruise, and £ad
just come dowu from Oyster Bay. Their
yacht, Galtana, Is forty-five feet over all
and schooner rigged.
The wind blew a gale, and an hour after

they had entered the maze of craft in the
bay, the Galtlna's large anchor gave way
and the small one shifted to the side of
the boat, almost upsetting her. Then the
wind caught the rigging, and before any
one realized the situation the schooner
was being blown Into the rocky cove.

The party looked on helpless and called
for aid. Two sailors on the Olga, ef the

Pr»r»hol 1/n Tflfht P.lnh Bfitr thp rinn«?pr

and put ont at once in a rowboat. They
knew- what wonld happen to the yacht If
she struck the rocks. The rowboat overhauledthe Galtlna, and Mrs. Williams, the
mother, and the baby were taken Into the
rowboat. In trying to get clear of the
drifting schooner the rowboat was upset
and the occupants were spilled.
One of the Williams brothers threw out

a life preserver. The old lady caught it
and the sailors rescued the baby. Williamssprang overboard and swam after
his mother, and for half an hour they
were In the water. At length they
reached Davenport Neck, a quarter of a
mile distant.

l'ne Old woman was annual cuiucu iu

death, and Williams helped her into the
home of William Iselin, whereshe was pot
to bed.
Immediately Mr. Iselin, his two eons and

three members of the New Roehelle Yacht
Club put out in Mr. Iselln's yawl. The
three club yachtsmen and Williams went
aboard. They overhauled the schooner and
took the entire party off. The baby had
swallowed a large quantity of salt water.

BABIES PLA
DROWNED m A TUB.I
His Mother Was Absent, and Baby

Francisco Fell Into a

Foot of Water.

Baby Francisco Enrico was drowned In
his bathtub, yesterday morning, at No. 346
East One Hundred and Fourteenth street.
He was but eighteen months old and
could scarcely toddle. There was not a _

foot of water in the tub In which the
Enrico children are washed sometimes:
sometimes the household dishes and pans.
But there was enough water to drown poor
little Enrico. z

His mother, Maria, filled the tub so that
the boy could take a bath. She was anxiouslyexpecting a letter from her husband,Antonio, who had gone out of town j

Baby Frat
A postman's whistle called the mo

from the father. The tub had Just be

but when they returned the baby was

In search of work. The postman's whistle
sounded. Mrs. Enrico and h-er two young
daughters joyously ran down stairs.
When thev returned, Francisco had di*appeared.The woman and the girls aroused

the neighborhood with their screani6.
Louisa Knrlco, Francisco s aunt, ran in.
She found him, face down, motionless, in
the tub which was hidden in a corner betweenthe stove and a box. Dr. J. B.
Hays, of No. 300 East One Hundred and
Fourteenth street, was called, but the baby
was dying. His mother would not believe
he must die, and vainly applied all sorts
of restoratives.
Sympathetic neighbors thronged the two

small rooms yesterday afternoon. Franciscolay pale and still, on a snow white
bier. In his hands were a few white roses.
The room was darkened and draped with
sheets and two large candelebra cast a
weird light over the scene. Mrs. Enrico
sflt at the child's head moaning. She could
hot believe he was dead and would not
leave the body. "Francisco might wake
and,find me gone," she said in her grief.
Mrs. Enrico does not know where her

husband Is. So she cannot summon him
to the funeral.

FOUR YOUNGSTERS ASTRAY.
Two Boys Who Wont Understand Anything,and Two Active

Girls.
Here are two boys who can speak English,but who pretend not to understand It,

NO BOSTON"MADAM"HERE
Street Car Conductors Can't Follow the
Example of Those in the Hub in AddressingWomen Passengers.
News of the new rule adopted on the

Lynn & Boston road requiring motormen
and conductors to address all women passengersas madam was received yesterday
In this city with mingled glee and regret

1^1
by managers of street railway lines. Such
a rule, they agree, may work all right in
Boston, where hod carriers read Greek and
policemen wear spectacles, but the consequenceswould be disastrous in all likelihoodif a similar rule were put into effect
in this city. '

By Georee!" mused President Vreeland,
of the Metropolitan Traction Company, aa
he read the dispatch from Boston, "but

TED IN TH
or, Indeed, any of four other languages,
rhe police of the Bedford Avenue Station,
Williamsburg, found these boys aimlessly
wandering on Grand street last night. At
the station-house they said they were

Julius Gray, eight years old, and Tony
Rendona, ten years. Then they became
dumb.
They could not even tell their parents'

names or where they lived. German, Italian,Polish and, Hungarian interpreters
"-"'I nnllnd In- tho hnva nnrdrl not under-
stand them. And so they remained, dumb
as oysters.
Two twelve-year-old girls, Ellen Dough-

icisco Enrico Drowned in a
ther and her two other children down

en filled for the children to take baths
dead.

erty and Nellie Keenan. yesterday escaped
from St. Joseph's Home, Willoughby and
Sumner avenue, Brooklyn. They waited
until recess, when they climbed over a

high fence and ran away. It was half an
hour before they were missed. The police
are looking for them.

THE CHILD-BEATER FINED.

Wilson, Whom the Little Ones Pelted,
.Arraigned in Court.

John H. Wilson, Janitor of the tenement
at No. 222 West Sixty-seventh street, was

a prisoner In the Yorkvllle Police Court
yesterday. The Journal told of Wilson's
arrest and how a crowd of angry women

and excited children followed him to the
station house, throwing sticks and stones
at him and crying:
"Pelt the child beater! Hit him! Let

film have It!"
Mamie McGloLn, whom Wilson struck

with a club, Mrs. McGloin, Mrs. Jessie
Smith and other tenants in the house were

all In court to press the charge of assault
against Wilson. They said he had beaten
their children, too. He Insisted that little
Mamie hurt herself by falling against a
railing while she was fighting with his son.
Magistrate Hedges ordered a complaint of
disorderly conduct to be made against Wilsonand lined him $5, which he paid.

this beats anything I ever heard of. I
would like to be president of a road that
allowed me to figure out and proclaim the
mode of addressing women passengers.
They must be doing a big business on that
priori tho-tr cooni in huvn un tflHP.

"Supposing we tried that scheme here.
In the first place, we would have to Instructour men whether to say mad-am or
ma-dam, with the accent on the dam. The
conductors would probably favor the latter
pronunciation. Then we would have to
educate the women passengers up to standingthe address. Just imagine one of my
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- Aged Ticket Agent Robbed a

: DRAM C
"BABY'S STOLEN!"
:'Kidnapped!" Cried Mrs. Noblett,

but the Babe Was Only
Napping.

Mrs. Bertha Noblett ran from her house
Into the street at Paterison, last night.
"My baby's? been stolen," she yelled at

the top of her voice. "He's been kidnapped!"
I'aterson Is easily excited. A policeman

came running up, a detective promptly arrived,a big crowd gathered around the
bouse, No. 13 Bridge street.
"Whom do you suspect, madam?" asked

the detective, promptly searching for clews.
"Suspect!" shrieked Mrs. Noblett, "I

know who stole my darling child. It was

STrlM

Bathtub.
stairs. They were expecting a letter
They were gone only a few minutes,

my husband, Edward A. Noblett. He's a
broker In New York. He Is bound to have
the baby. But he shall not while I'm allTe.
Oh, my sweet baby.I'm going to faint.
Oh, my precious little angel! Oh, If I had
my husband here, this minute, I'd show
h im I Oh"
"Let us go in and examine the premises,"said the detective to the policeman.
"There," exclaimed the anguished mother,

when they reached her bedroom. "There he
lay 011 that bed, sleeping like a cherub. Oh,
my baby! Oh, my darling! When I came

back he was gone.stolen, kidnepped!" And
Mrs. Noblett sank on a lounge and wept.
"Boo-hoo-hoo. Ow-wow-wow-wow," soundedjust then, under the bed. Mrs. Noblett

-t.-tr-n isn r, o Krfid on/1 r»n71 f1 !f
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fromthe wall. There lay her baby, that ;n
Its sleep had fallen between the bed and
the wall. She Joyously seized It and
pressed It to her bosom, talking In mother
talk.
"Oh, oo darling, 'ittie baby. Did oo bide

from oo mamma. Oo nanghty baby".and so
on.
Then Mrs. Noblett remembered she should

thank the detective and policeman and
turned toward them. But they had gone.
Mrs. Noblett Is separated from her

husband, E. Arden Noblett, of this
city, who was financial backer of the unluckyHawaiian oppra, "Capt. Cook." at
Madison Square Garden. He drove to the
house in Peterson in the morning and demandedthe baby. Mrs. Noblett would not
let him In. When the baby disappeared
she jumped to the conclusion that her husbandhad stolen It.

red-headed conductors over on First avenue
presuming to call some buxom East Side
maiden 'madam.' The chances are that
she would arise and smite liitn in the eye.
I believe It is customary with our conductorsto call everv woman miss, whether
she Is young and tender or old and tough.
In this way we smooth over all compllcajtions.

"I do not believe the men on our lines
address women passengers as 'lady,' which
seems to have been the objectionable word
used by the Boston street car men. Here
Mike".to a brawny Inspector who was
making out a report In the "next room.
"supposing yon were trying to be very
polite to a woman In your conductor days,
when asking her for her fare, how would
you do It?"
"Well," said Mike, as he scratched his

chin, "it 'ud deplnd on fwat line it wus on.

Up on Lexington Avenyah I'd jlst put out
me mitt an' say nawthln'. All you gotta
do to a woman on that line Is to open
per head to her nnny way, an' she'll take
yer number. On Broadway or Clumbuts
Avenyah, now, I'd yell 'Fare, please,' at
th' top o' me v'ice an' let It go at that.
Over on th' East Side I'd call all tli' females'lady,' because if I didn't they'd git
Insulted. If yuh say madam tuh wan o'
them East Slders she'll think yer callln'
her names."
"That's Just It," said President Vreelanrl"t'm nfrnlrl this town Is too liler to

be guided bv rules that prevail in Boston."
On the Third avenue line It was said

that the conductors had no set rule in addressingfemale passengers: that they were
kept too busy preventing women from beingthrown against "L" road pillars and
passing plugged coins to think about
whether they had better say "madam" or
"lady."

SUICIDE OF A U. S. CONSUL.

Washington, July 27..United States MinisterBaker has cabled the "Stat© Departmentthat United States Consul Otto
Munchmeyer, at San Salvador, committed
suicide there last night. Mr. Baker says
that he will appoint a vice-consul to take
charge of the office. «

Munchmeyer was appointed from West
Virginia in 18W5. first to the vice-consulate
at Acajutla, and later in the same year to
San Salvador to fill the vacancy caused by
me aeatn or nis ratner. a few days ago
Mr. Jenkins, of Nebraska, was nominated
for the place held by Mnnchmeyer.
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t the Foot of an "L" Station.

iR (OflEDY
KISSED HER CHILD GOOD-BY.

The Little One Tells of the Last Scene in
Her Mother's Life.

"Mamma put her arms around me and

squeezed me And squeezed me hard," said
Ollle Grube, yeeterday. "She cried and
1'iooori mo nnri stild. 'Good-bv Ollle!' I said.
'Why, It's dark, mamma. Are you going:
out?' Then mamma went to the closet and
drank out of a bottle. Then she opened the
window and yelled. She fell down on the
floor and I called to her, 'Mamma, Mamma,'but she did not answer."

A DOG'S SAVAGE ATTACK.
John Jaffa, a six-year-old, entered an

ally off Elghty-flfth street yesterday
when the dog slipped his collar and bit
him In the right hip.

Thus from the lips of a child was told
the Inst scene in the life of her mother.
Sophie Grube was twenty-three years old,
pretty, wayward. She lived with James

' 4 nt -NT,, OOQ
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East One Hundred find Eighth street, and
they were known there as Mr. and Mrs.
White.
These two went out on Wednesday night,

leaving Olllo alone. They went to a

music hall and a restaurant in Harlem and,
at midnight, Peacock insisted It was time
to go home. "Mrs. White" wished to go
to a picnic across the Harlem Rlyer. Peacockwould not permit it. She grew angry,
left him. hurried to their rooms and drank
carbolic acid. The physicians who were

called could not save her and she soon
died.

TO A NEW LIFE IN KANSAS.

Boys Sent by the Children's Aid Society
to Grow Up in the West.

Nine boys, sent out by the Children's Aid
Society, left yesterday afternoon for Kansas,where they will arrive to-morrow.

They were In charge of R. M. Brace, son

of the society's founder, and Its agent at

the "Farm School" at Kensico.
The boys' ages range from nine to fifteen

years. They will be placed with farmers,
and agents of the society will visit them
from time to time. All the boys are Americanborn, and . most are orphans. They
have been at the "Farm School" for two

months, and Mr. Brace says they will make

good citizens.

RUN OVER A WEE BABY.

Barnett, Toddling; Across the Street. Was
Knocked Down by a Wagon.

Baby Barnett Braunstein lies very near

death at his home, No. 103 Essex street.
Barrett, who ls three years old, was toddlingacross the street when an express
wagon, rapidly driven, knocked him down
and ran over him.
Samuel Cohen, the expressman, was held

for examination In the Essex Market PoliceCourt, yesterday. He declares the baby
walked right in front of his wagon and

that he could not help running over him.

' HE FOVES IE KE
IMS ME 1ST."
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Fortune, Then Tried
to Die, *

TOOK INSECT POISON.

She Had Cancelled the Letters
in Her Own and Her

Sweetheart's Name.

Annie Rice is only seventeen, but she is
tired of life, because she thinks Charles
Weber a confectioner at Hester and For,sythe streets, doesn't love her. Last night
she tried to kill herself by taking Insect

powder In the street, and after falling to
the pavement, a note was found clinched
In her nana, wnicn 101a me siuiy ui ul-i

disappointment.
The girl left the millinery store of

Hoerwltz & Levy, at No. 316 Church
street, -where she is employed In the bookkeepingdepartment, at about 8 o'clock.
Instead of going to her home, at No. 231
Cherry street, she went to Weber's store.

She seemed in excelent spirits when she
met Weber, and the lovers talked for some

time, and then begnn telling their fortunes

by croslng out letters in each name that

corresponded with the letters In the other.
The girl wrote -"Charles Weber," and underIt the name "Annie Rice." When the

like letters were all crossed she began
counting. According to her count Rice was

Indifferent to her. When Weber laughed
she grasped the paper on which the names

were written and ran Into the street.
The girl began to weep. She walked hurriedlyto the drug store at No. 140 Delancey

street, and there purchased the powder.
Then she went to the counter and wrote
the following "note on the paper on which
her fortune had been told:

I have no use for the world. I have taken
poison. .1 am in love, but 1 know I can't get
him. Good-by all. From me,

ANNIE RICE.

Then, walking to the street, the girl
leaned against a lamp post and swallowed
the insect powder. For fifteen minutes
she stood there bofore the poison began
taking affect. Then in her pain she began
sobbing and fell to the pavement insensible.She was carried into the drug store,
where antidotes were administered. Later

she was taken to Gouverneur Hospital. At
' * ' *- ««</! 4-s\ Krt Anf rlnmror

IlllUillgiii sue was omu iv k/c -Jk.v v..u.

Mrs. Rice, the mother of the girl, had
not heard of the attempted suicide when
Detective Mushon, of the Eldridge Street
Station, and a Journal reporter called at
the girl's home about 11 o'clock. The
mother said that Annie and Weber had
been engaged for nearly a year, and had
never quarrelled.
"They were to have been married in the

Fall." she said, tearfully.

OF A DAY.
MANGLED BY A DOG.
Young: John Jaffa Tried to Pet the

Brute That Attacked

Like most boys, John Jaffa is extremely
fond of dogs and horses. lie is six years
old.
"When I'm a man," says John, "I'm goingto have a hundred dogs and fifty horses.

And I'm going to sleep in the stable with.

them all."
The boy is E. S. Jaffa's son and lives at

No. 155 East Eiglity-flfth street. Between
Lexington and Third avenues, on Eightyfifthstreet, is a blacksmith's shop, and it
has been the hardest thing in the world to
keep young John out of that shop, for alwaysare horses there, and, besides, tha
blacksmith owns a big dog, a wolfish creature,for which Joliri Jaffa has always had
an Intense admiration because he kills cats.
The blacksmith kept this dog chained in
the alley by his shop. Often and often
John's father had warned him not to go
near this dog.
"He's a savage brute," his lather tola

John, "keep away from him. He'll eat
you up.
But because that dog kills cats. John had

a burning desire to pat his head. He saw
his chance, yesterday. No one was in the
alley. John approached the dog chained
there.
"Good dog, good doggie," said John, gettingnearer.
Snnrlfng the dog glared at him. John

took another step, half fearful. The dog
made a spring, broke his chain, sprang
on the boy, knocked him down and growlingfiercely, buried his teeth in his right
hip and held 011.
John's cries brought the blacksmith and

his helpers, who beat off the dog. PolicemanJohnson, of the East Eighty-eight
Street Station, killed him. John's wounds
were cauterized at the Mount Sinai Hospital.
"The dog didn't know me," said the boy

last night. "I guess he thought I was goingto hurt him."

MR. RQUSS'S GRANDCHILD.
A Girl Blesses His Daughter and Makes

Him Very Happy, Too.
Charles Broadway Rouss Is a grnndfather.A daughter was born to his daughter,Mrs. Virginia Rouss Lee, on Sunday.

Mr. Lee, the happy father, is Mr. Rouss'a
cashier and married Miss Rouss about a

year ago. Grandpa Rouss is receiving
many congratulatory letters.
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Crazed by a Husband's Brutalitya Young WifeAttemptsSuicide.
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Mrs. Staats Would Have Perishedbut for TimelyAid.

Crazed by a husband's brutality, Mrs.
Veronica Staats, a twenty-year-old wife, of
Perth Arnboy, yesterday twice attempted
her own life, once by incineration and onm

by cutting her throat. Both attempts were

thwarted by a neighbor, Mrs. Croupper, but
only after prolonged struggles.
A year ago the girl was living with hep

parents, who are prosperous Germans o^
Perth Amboy, when she met Joseph Staats,
who had arrived in the town from Buda-.
Pesth, Hungary, but a few weeks previously.He was possessed of a small for|
tune, and, courting Veronica, married h.*r
within n month. For some time tney
seemed happy, but then the husband, who
had been unfortunate in certain speculations,began drinking deeply, and quarrela
became frequent.
When under the influence of liquor, Staats

became Intensely jealous, and often accusedhis wife of unfaithfulness. Never,
however, until a month ago did he attemptviolence, but then coming home late
at night he knocked her down and kicked
her so severely that she was sent to the
Newark Hospital, from which she was releasedMonday. Returning to her home,
her husband promptly beat her again, and
she ran from the house and did not returnuntil yesterday morning, when she
knew him to be absent.
Lat© in the morning Mrs. Croupper, wno

lives next door, chanced to glance into
the kitchen of the Staats house, and was

surprised t£ see the young wife pouring
kerosene over her hair and light cotton
gown. Suspecting suicide, Mrs. Croupper
ran from her own home, but did not reach
the crazed woman until she had applied a

lighted match to her hair, which was

ablaze when her rescuer threw a sheet over
her, smothering the flames. Her gown
was also torn from her. Mrs. Croupper's
calls for assistance brought several neighborsto her aid, and by them it was decidedthat Mrs. Staats ought to be watched.
Tvr»c ,rniiintf.nrpd for the service.
An hour later the young wife suddenly

arose from the chair in which she had been
quietly seated and ran Into the cellar.
When Mrs. Croupper reached her Mrs.
Staatg was drawing a razor across he?
throat. It required a long struggle to wrest
the razor from her, but this done, she was
taken upstairs and her wounds were
dressed by a surgeon. She will recover.
Her friends are about to take steps to

secure for her a legal separation from he?
husband. _ ^w


